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had just finished cleaning his rifle, and was rubbing the,
barrel of his pistol when the door scraped and Aksinia stoojd*
on the threshold. Her pale, narrow brow was damp with
sweat, and her dilated, angry eyes burned with such frantic
passion in her white face that Gregor's heart quivered
joyously as he looked at her.                                             ,\
" You send for me to come here . . . and then yd\T
yourself vanish/' she said, panting heavily. For her at that
moment, as once long since, in the first day of their passion,
nothing existed except Gregor. Once more the whole world
died when Gregor was absent and was reborn when he was
near her. Heedless of Prokhor she threw herself towards
him, caught up by a savage rapture, and kissed her lover's
scrubby cheeks, printing tiny kisses on his nose, his brow,
his eyes, his lips, whispering incoherently, weeping and
sobbing:
" I wore myself out. . . . I'm quite ill, Grishka dearests
my blood, my life ! "
" Well, now ! You see now . . . but wait. . . . Aksinia,
stop it! " Gregor muttered in his embarrassment, turning
his face and avoiding Prokhor's eyes. He seated her on
the bench, removed the shawl from her head, and stroked
her dishevelled hair.
" You are a ..." he began.
" Yes, I know I am. But you . . ."
" No, by God, you . . . you're diseased with love ! "
She put her arms round his shoulders, laughed through
her tears, and whispered hurriedly:
" Well, how could you !   You called me.   I came on footn
left everything, and then you weren't here.   You galloped^1
past and I ran out and shouted after you, but you'd already
turned the corner.  They might have killed you, and then I
shouldn't have had a last sight of you."
She whispered to him tenderly, sweetly, womanly, all the
time foolishly stroking his bowed shoulders, incessantly
staring into his eyes with her own humble eyes.  Something
in her gaze was so pitifully exhausted yet so mortally harsh,
like the eyes of a hunted animal, that it was painful and
awkward for Gregor to look at her.   He dropped his lashes f
over his eyes, smiled forcedly and was silent, while the blush '
deepened and deepened on her cheeks and her pupils were
veiled with a smoky blue haze.